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gtjorl of subterraneous currents, present scenes, in which 
the imagination can expatiate at pleasure in the discovery 
of ever.varying combinations of the romantic and sublime. 
Whether examined by the dim glimpses of the day that 
glimmers through the winding passages, or illuminated by 
the artificial blaze of torches, the varieties of tint, and the 
grotesque conformation of structure, while they excite 
new emotions of wonder in the admirer of nature, seem 
to set the artist's powers of imitation at defiance. This 
region of the work of nature is still an unwrought mine of 
new and inexhaustible riches. 

1 To do justice to scenery so varied, and so dependent 
for due appreciation on its characteristics as well of colour 
as of form, it is evident, that nothing but a series of tinted 
illustrations, sufficiently comprehensive to embrace all the 
features of the subject, and vivid enough in rich colouring 
to give expression to all the peculiarities of their unique 
aspect, can be effectual." 

THE VOW. 
I saw him in the splendid crowd 

The gayest form was there;. 
And voices whispered round his name 

Like music on the air: 
His stately step and noble brow 

Full many a heart had gained, 
And quicker throbbed the loveliest breast 

His notice that obtained. 
Fortune had crowned her favourite, 

And far the trump of Fame 
Had echoed round a listening world 

The hero's honoured name; 
And over his triumphant way 

The richest flowers were strown, 
While incense breathed through ev'ry air 

In sunlight o'er him thrown, 
and seemed be to the many 

An orb whose glorious way 
Was cast, where not a cloud might come 

To shadow o'er its ray. 
So seemed he to the many: 

But I marked him when alone- 
He deemed no human eye was near, 

And ithat mask away was thrown. 
Oh ! then his bosom seemed to writhe 

Beneath some withering power, 
By fatal memory conjured up 

To haunt that shadowy hour. 

He stands by his ancestral halls, 
In the same greenwood shade 

Where boyhood's joyous spirit once 
A Paradise had made- 

Where Hope's bright dreams around his soul 
In dawning sunshine broke, 

And kindling with her glorious beams, 
First love within him woke. 

Yet, wherefore doth the warrior start 
As falls the twilight hour, 

And turn away, withl hurried step, 
From out the quiet bower ? 

There's nought but music in the breeze, 
As it murmurs faintly by, 

And wakes, with love-instilling breath, 
The rose's fragrant sigh. 

Oh ! in that bower-that very bower- 
lie once had breathed a vowr. 

With rapture it was heard-believed-- 
And is it broken now? 

The fill round moon was shining down 
Upon the quiet bay, 

And hushed beneath her silver light 
The lovely landscape lay. 

All nature seemed 
.as 

if she breathed 
In one enchanted. strain, 

And throbbed no other pulse but Love's 
Throughout her wild domain. 

. Aye, ',twas insucl a 'witching hour' 
Ina e 

ealier 
ya:rs he stood, 

And there with fond, impassioned tongue 
A gentle maiden wooed : 

The perfumed air around her bore 
Love's incense on its wings, 

And dropt his first fond, fatal charm 
In youth's untroubled springs. 

Untroubled !-Aye, till then they lay In such serene repose, 
As brightens o'er some lovely lake 

When summer morning glows- 
When the rejoicing sunlight falls 

Upon its fine, clear breast, 
And every thing reflected there 

In loveliest hue is drest. 
Such the fair tablet, when he first 

Had traced Love's spelful name, 
While o'er her cheek's transparent rose 

His glowing answer caine. 
She loved him- -aye, with all the warmth 

Of a young ardent mind: 
His image bound her bosom's core, 

With every fibre twined. 
This earth held nothing that from him 

Could lure her faithful heart- 
The first, last passion of her soul, 

With life alone to part. 

He went-and his proud battle steed 
To victory bore him on; 

And Glory, with her dazzling pomp, 
Around his pathway shone. 

The laurel bound the hero's brow ; 
And many a lofty name 

Was proud to link itself with his, 
The favourite of Fame. 

And noble beauty fondly dwells 
Upon the warrior's praise, 

And lures him with her brightest smile, 
And with her gentlest lays. 

Soft round his soul the 
syren'.s 

strains 
Their secret influence twine, 

Till the heart that was another's right 
Hie offers at her shrine. 

What wonder, then, be could not brook 
The quiet of that hour. 

His vow seemed whispered on each breeze, 
And written on each flower- 

'Twas traced in every silver beam 
The moonlight round him threw, 

And on the lilly's taintless breast 
In tears of summier dew;- 

His early love-the first, the best- 

The purest, most refined, 
That ever wandering heart of man 

With hope's fond links entwined. 
Oh, 'twas too niuch !--he could not bear 

That calm, but deep rebuke, 
Which gentle nature round him wore 

In each remembered look. 
Oh, no-away he wildly rushed, 

With burning brain and brow: 
Worlds could not bribe him now to break 

His first, pure, sacred vow! 
IMAIRY M'D. 

GOOGANE BARRA, COUNTY OF CORK. 
The hermitage, or, as the word Googane is rendered 

by some etymologists, the trifle of'St. Barry, founder and 
tutelary saint of the Cathedral Church of Cork, lies con- 
cealed among the ridges of the great mountain chain:which 
separates the County of Cork 

firoim 
.that of' Kerry, It may 

be approached either from the City of' Cork; by way of 
Macroom and Inchegeela, from which last it is distant six 
miles nearly due west,or from Bantry, whence it is about 
ten miles distant in a northerin direction. 

Those who proceed to Killarney through Cork will do 
well to take the former line of road, proceeding to Ban- 
try, whence it is easy to penetrate to the Lakes by Ken. 
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